3 8 The Whitfuntide-Gift : or, 
and cried out, “ My Lord, he is not a le- 
“ gal Witnefs, no Man can Ipeak in his 
<e own Caufe, nor was the Wound I gave 
<£ him half fo large, as what he fliews againft 
<c me.” The Judge prefently perceived by 
the Man’s ftarting, and the Wildnefs and 
Terror of his Looks, that he either faw 
the Shade of the-murdered Man, or that his 
Imagination had, from his guilty Confci- 
ence, formed fuch an Appearance, and 
therefore making the proper Anfwers from 
fuch a Suppofition, he foon brought the 
Murderer to confefs the Fa 6 t ; for which he 
was condemned, and hanged in Chains at 
the Place where he declared theMurder was 
committed. 

The Murderer can never expeft to be at 
reft. From the Moment he has committed 
that execrable and horrid Deed, he is con- 
fidered as an Enemy to all Mankind. No 
cne will harbour a Murderer, except lus 
own wicked Accomplices. .He will be for 
ever ftung by lus own Confluence, and pur- 
ged by the Hand of God ; for as the fa- 
credText exprefleth it, The Blood of the 
Slain crieth for Vengeance againjt the Mur- 
derer. Mr * 


Ibe w ay to be very happy . • 39 

whi ; h t 

d , ? had been difeavered and brought 

' He begged Leave to recite a 
Cafe which he knew to be true, for he faw 
the Criminals committed. 



There was, fays he, in the North, a Gen- 
tleman of Fortune who lived in a large lone- 
ly Manor-houle, that was moated round, 
and had a Drawbridge, which for Safety 
they drew up every Night. One Evening a- 
bout Chriftmas- time, when the Gentleman, 
C 4 . his 


